Edward Thomas

And almost more typical still is Tall Nettles:
the corner in a farmyard, with a rusty harrow
and a stone roller overgrown by nettles covered
with dust, except after a shower.

Where, here and there, the poet is more
intimate and gives direct expression to his
feelings, he uniformly reaches his highest
level of poetry. The best, The Bridge and
Lights Out, would be ruined by quotation;
there are others, such as Aspens, where, stand-
ing at cross-roads, outside a smithy, an inn
and a shop, he listens to the trees talking of
rain, and gives the last word on his prevalent
mood :

Whatever wind blows, while they and I have leaves
We cannot other than an aspen be
That ceaselessly, unreasonably grieves,
Or so men think who like a different tree.

There are one or two poems which touch on
the war ; the war as a distant and invisible
horror subtly troubling the most secluded
English fields. The references are brief; his
own destiny has made them doubly poignant.
But one fancies that dying he may have known
that he had left behind him, in the fruits of
his recovered youth, work that will make him
a known and living man to at least a few in all
succeeding generations of Englishmen.

39